Seen MacGyver 
seen Hart to Hart 
seen Bosom Buddies 
seen 3-2-1 Contact 
seen West Side Story 
seen Vanni Live 
seen Knot's Landing 


You've seen Lost in Space 
You've seen Maury Povich 
And you've seen Models Inc. 


But have you seen 
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STUDENT REVIEW CAN BE 
FounD AT THESE 
LOCATIONS 


800 N 300 E, 800 N 200 E, SmitH 
FIELDHOUSE INTERSECTION, BOTANY Ponp, 
FRENCH House, Mama's Care, Sonic 


f GARDEN, Crest at 700 E 800 N, Haart's 


ACROSS FROM HELAMAN HAits, 700 E 
ACROSS FROM Mama's Care, PEGASUS ON 
1230 N AND IN THE University MALL, 
GREYWHALE CD EXCHANGE, ATTICUS 
Books, Care HAVEN, GREAT CHINA 
RESTAURANT, CRANDALL Aubio, WALT 
West Books, Gooo Earth, Juice 'N' 
JAVA, THE UNDERGROUND, JOHNNY B's, 
Rock GARDEN, YUKON TRADER, CORNER 
PizZERIA, SENSUOUS SANDWICH, THE 
TORCH, AMBASSADOR Pizza, SmMitH's, 

A. BERTSON'S, Foop 4 Less, OAK HILLs 
GAS; AND IT IS HAND DELIVERED TO THESE 
APARTMENT COMPLEXES: THE GLENWOOD, 
RivigRA, RAINTREE, BRANBURRY, KING 
. HENRY, LIBERTY SQUARE AND OTHER 
SMALLER COMPLEXES AROUND THES 
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Inoperative Community, J.B. 


our publisher Nick, Rodan— 
the big Japonese bird-lizard, 


“Uva Uvam Vivendo Varia Fit.” 


Nearly six years ago, during my senior year of high 
school, I sat doing history homework and watching the last 
episode of the “Lonesome Dove” miniseries in my family’s 


home in Philadelphia. 


I didn’t watch enough of the series to really know 


what was going on, but one of the main characters is being 


buried as the film draws to a close, and the man burying 


him breaks some sort of a billboard into pieces to make a 
marker for his grave. “Uva Uvam Vivendo Varia Fit (sic),” 


the piece read. For some reason, the phrase stuck in my 
mind, even though I did not know what it meant. 

A few months later I was here at BYU, living in 
D.T.. I played around a lot -- painting, taking roadtrips, 
reading -- and took whatever classes looked interesting. 
These ranged from economics to anthropology to Dr. 
Lyon’s Honors Colloquium which soared from Arches 
National Park to Hermosilla, Mexico, and from Hesse to 


Marquez. Complementing the novels and field trips were 


new music, new people, and new ideas. Through it all, 


especially that spring and summer at Raintree, the world 


seemed to grow larger and more intricate around me. 


After that year, which mostly seems in my mind as 
cold, vibrant night, I was back home getting ready to leave 
on a mission to Japan. Japan, too, was a fabulous, head- 
spinning orchestra of sensing, learning, and doing. Just as 


that phrase from “Lonesome Dove” had stuck with me, 
many things, people, and feelings in Japan attached 


themselves to me and struck me with their vividness and 


reality. I felt, and feel, like Life has strung out a trail of 


treasures through the days and nights. Some we stumble 


into, others must be born from our own creative efforts. 


After working at home for a while, and going to ~ 
‘: BYU Jerusalem; I felt more than ever the magic and: 
> “wonder 6f lifé:-and God--arounid me. More than éver él 


seemed to be a glowing, shimmering web of fantasy 


around. Just being a part of it, and following its trail, gave 


invigorating color to life. 
When I began to help a friend with the Review I 


hoped that my input could reflect this character of life. To 


eNO 
ery ee 


me, the Review has the potential to be a beautiful mosaic of 
the most fascinating, deeply-felt, and enriching experiences 


of all of its contributors. 


Many thanks to all of our staff, including many new 


writers, artists, section editors and assistants, who bring 


their own visions and energy to what we do. Through their 


eyes, art, and pens, the Review can provide a thousand 
views of the world, in many tones, mediums, and from 


many perspectives. We welcome those of you who wish to 


speak, and add to this mosaic. 


“By living (differently), the grape becomes wine,” 


is the translation I came up with for the phrase from ~~ 
“Lonesome Dove.” 


something more than we were, wnether we like it or not. 
And from time to time, we shine. 


Ardent Deelense 


Wrong or right, it fits. Life goes-on Soe 
and on, magical and huge, and we go through it, becoming 
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leave out all of the electronics and redo the song with 
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THis Week's BAND 
THAT DOESN'T 
Suck: FRENTE! 


REvieweD BY E. BEECROFT 


he band that I’m reviewing today has been 

| getting a lot of airplay recently. Hailing from 
Australia, the band frente! (meaning front in 
Spanish) has been garnishing rave reviews around the 
globe. Their first hit was a remake of New Order’s 
“Bizarre Love Triangle.” However, they opted to 


just an acoustic guitar and vocals. The band consists 
of, typically, 4 members, with Angie Hart being the 
lead singer/vocalist. They released an EP at the begin- 
ning of this year, and have since released a full length 
album entitled “Marvin the Album”. The sound is a mix of acoustic and electric guitar, with some songs being 
very slow and introspective and others being quick and, for lack of a better term, jolly. One word describes this 
band: Happy. Almost too happy, it seems at times, as they race their way through a full album’s worth of gaiety, 
love, misunderstanding and friendship. Perhaps this disc’s joyful quality comes from Angie’s own background. 


- She was raised in a variety of strict Christian communes in Australia. Apparently, she has been nearly every 


denomination, at least for a while, and now is supposedly sort of an atheist. Apparently she found her joy outside 
of religion, because, after leaving the communes, she quickly joined the band. The songs “Ordinary Angels” and 
“Labour of Love” are becoming well known, and with good reason: They, along with “Bizarre Love Triangle” 
and “Accidently Kelly Street’, are undoubtedly the strongest tracks on this album. Many of the songs seem to 


- sound similar- not really alike, but eer. -This quality makes the album flow really well and gives a complete, 
coherent quality to the piece. 


Frente! did tour a few select locations in the U.S. recently; however, it remains to be seen whether or not the 
band will tour extensively in support of this album. If they do, [highly recommend seeing them live, as Ms. Hart 
is surely one of the happiest persons around. All in all this is a good start for a band that. seems to have made a 
successful future for itself. If you like The Sundays or 10,000 Maniacs, definitely give this disc a listen. 


CAUGHT IN THE Most: 
A LESSON IN SLAMMING ETIQUETTE 


- By Ep THE Cow 


ritual of most subcultured American teens-that of the mosh. Otherwise known as slam dancing, moshing 


O ver the course of about 5 years now I have been observing, advocating and participating in the pseudo- 
originated in the pogo dancing of the late 1970’s British punk scene and continues on, to this day, in 


Nations forms., i m, ES everyone reading this knows what slam dancing is- if not, go to any major heavy : 


ta tbr 


concert ani id watch ‘wha at happens when the boys from,Slayer or Danzig or whoever you are listening to start 
play with Wild abandon. The crowd, of course, goes whacko. Anyway, back to the article at hand. 
It seems to me that a majority of people in Utah(especially BYU freshman) do not know how to perform this 
pseudo-violent act properly, in any one of its forms. Now, no ethical stances on moshing will be taken. I do find, 
however, that as I grow older it becomes infinitely funner to watch than to participate (and I get thrown out of 
concerts and clubs a lot less). The most popular form this dance takes in clubs seems to be the circle mosh, where 
all of the participants generally start circling (hence the name) in one direction, while at the same time hurling, 
pushing and generally throwing themselves upon each other. It seems that a lot of people unaccustomed to this 
practice tend to bounce up and down and run into each 
other haphazardly, creating mayhem for all involved. 
Contrary to popular myth, this is not what moshing is 
all about. It’s about a flowing energy, almost a pure 
form of anger, joy, sweat and often blood mixing and 
flowing. When unknowledged participants bounce 
and bop, they unwittingly throw everything out of 
sync- out of step with the music, with each other, 
with the energy, man (I’m sure it’s cosmic). This is 
bad, so quit it, okay ? Go with the flow... 

Another form of this energy often occurs at live 
shows, which is where I’ ve always found the best pits 
. They (the pits) seem to form naturally in a concert 
. setting, and almost always face the stage where the 

: \ ; band is playing. I find that it occurs more at certain 
Ans ( Y eZ, genres of musical concerts than others, but BYU 

> Cul Fo students (in particular) don’t seem to mind moshing to 
oe yi “ot | the Cure and Depeche Mode as well as Rage against 

Lae a; leas the Machine and Ministry. Moshing at live shows 

usually occurs whether the security approves or not. 
Actually, it’s funner when they don’t. One problem 
with this type is that if you are at the front of the stage, 
you get squashed (ie the AC/DC show in SLC a few years back). So stay in the middle. Stage diving and body 
surfing often accompany these same shows, though purists seem to despise these acts, considering them too 
trendy. In fact, the band Fugazi actually won’t allow body surfing to occur at most of their performances. Anyway, 
diving is fun if you don’t land on your A. head B. back. C. butt on a hard concrete floor. I’ve seen it happen too 
many times- overzealous patrons jump at the wrong moment and splat ! A human peanut butter sandwich. Timing 
is crucial, and often opportunity only knocks once. But it is a rush to be passed around (and groped if you’re a 
female), gently landing on your feet at the rear of the pit. Admittedly, that’s idealistic. But, just like any fotm of 
moshing, do so at your own risk. Oft times the style and demeanor of the pit are determined by the type of music 
being performed. Ska is generally mellow, happy and the least violent (and little-guy friendly) of all genres of 
music. Punk, hardcore and death metal are best reserved for those who A. have a death wish b. need a nose job 
anyway or c. for those who could have made the BYU football team on sheer bulk alone. I, for one, like to mosh 
because it releases pent up anxiety and brings me to a momentary fullness of joy. Alas, I know I am easily amused. 
Idon’tenjoy major reconstructive surgery, blood or pain, and I don’t like hurting anybody else. Peace is the name 
of the game in most mosh pits. Those who seem to want to mosh to just hurt and hit people (and there seem to 
be a lot around, especially among BYU freshman) should just relax and go line dancing or something. Violence 
and the pit do not go hand in hand- it’s about a strange brotherhood formed when a particularly fast and loud song 
starts playing. That’s why people pick each other up, why fig 

hts don’t usually break out. It’s not about egos, it’s the opposite- sort of a loss of self into a whirling, pulsating, 
pushing, living mass of flesh, bone and sweat. 

Whether moshing will stay a trend in mainstream music is still in question; however, those who mosh, and 
do so properly, will always be able to vent frustration (societal, economic and sexual) into a healthy if strange 
outlet. So please, by all means, get caught in the mosh- just be nice about it. . 
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Sit ON Tuis! 


BY TICHELLE THORPE 

caught up with the band SOFA as they were preparing for their half- 
l hour performance at the BYUSA sponsored “Battle of the Bands”. For 

those of you who have been missing for the past week, this is a yearly 
event which gives us the rich and rewarding opportunity to sample some 
of our local talent, and decide who is the best after they play for 30 minutes 
in the intimate setting of the Wilkinson Center quad area. Despite the fact 
that the whole thing gave me extreme “road show” vibes, I spent a few pre- 
sound-check minutes talking with the members of what guitarist Jason 
Meyer terms, “BY U’s self-proclaimed prophylactic free band”. As if we 
should have thought any differently. Actually, I really just wanted toknow 
who is responsible for the constant bombardment of my apartment 
building with annoying pink florescent show flyers. 

After talking with these guys, I had no more questions about the fliers. 
Labeled “preppy fags” by members of another local band, SOFA consists 
of four clean-cut guys who could have easily stepped off the pages of a 
J.Crew catalogue. The kind of boys you would want to take home to meet 
your mom. Until they open their mouths. The combined obnoxiousness 
of each of the members carries over into their music and adds to what they 
feel is a brand of funk totally unique to SOFA. It also explains why these 
guys ended up together. 

Ina story that seems pretty typical of many Provo-based bands, SOFA 
began, conceptually at least; in the dorms. Vocalist Darin “The Bus 
Driver” Hazin, guitarist Jason Meyer and drummer Brett Thiess first 
discussed the idea during their freshman year while dutifully following 
Swim Herschel Swim. They each had some musical experience in high 
school bands, and felt that Provo had a lot of potential for a decent music 
scene. 

SOFA actually came together as the result of mission fantasy letters 
between the three. The fourth member, bass player Mike Ward, was 
involved with another project (read: cover band) at the time. He was not 
immediately overtaken with,the idea of j joining the with the new venture 
because, as he said, “I thought SOFA was going ‘to suck”. 

Ward was either wrong about the music, or he has found success in 
accomplishing the bands second goal (which of course has to do with the 
acquisition of “chicks”), because nine months later, SOFA is still in 
existence and appears to be holding their own in the Provo scene. On 
average, the band plays around Provo 2 or 3 times a month, at t 

he usual places (Pier 54, The Edge, Mama’s Cafe). Their first goal by 
the way, or at least that of lead vocalist Hazin, was to get free tacos offered 
to band members by Taco Bell. Not only do they play steadily to be taken 
seriously, they seemed to have developed their own following. Whether 
this was a display for “Battle of the Bands” voting purposes or for real, 
SOFA’s energetic groove is contagious, pure fun. Whether it is Hazin’s 
stage.antics or weird lyrics,.thecrowd._is-easily- pulled in: Even: during : 
lunchtime outside of the Cougar Eat. 

With their own unique sound, informal fan club, and free tacos, Iwas 
surprised that these guys still don’t:consider themselves a “real” band. 
What is the missing ingredient? A CD, of course. According to Mike 
Seldon, SOFA’s fashion consultant/sound engineer/accountant, they do 
plan to record, probably some time next year. Until then, they won’t take 
themselves too seriously. 

You can catch SOFA playing live around Provo (it’s hard to miss those 
flyers). They are also working on putting together some gigs on the other 
side of the mountain with some of the more established bands in Salt Lake 
City. And, of course, don’t miss them at the 5 Bands/5 Bucks night at The 
Edge later this month. 


CONCERT PREVIEW? THE Speciais 


BY JIM & ANITA Woops 


n Thursday, October 13th, The Specials will be performing in 
O concert with Let’s Go Bowling and Stretsch Armstronng at the 
University of Utah ballroom. The show starts at 7pm, tickets are 

$5 with a UofU ID,$10 without-also available at Sonic Garden. 
The Specials 

Coming all the way from 1978, The Specials will be performing in Utah 
for the first time. Though you may have.seen some of the members in 
Special Beat over the past years, the original band is back. Live 2 Tone 
SKA. A crowd pleaser, the Specials combine a great music sound with 
wild stage antics. Whether you can skank or not, there will surely be plenty 
of ambiance. In the esteemed words of the Specials keyboard player, Jerry 
Dammers: “I just wanted 2 Tone to be like a little club.” Dance, hang out 
with the scoots, or just enjoy this affordable, once in a lifetime experience. 
As Dammers invited the world, we invite ie: to. come, enjoy the music, 
and join the club. 
Let’s Go Bowling 

It ain’t a spare, this is a definite STRIKE! If: you are the bowler who 
has everything, or just an occasional player, this is “Music To Bow] By,” 
which just happens to be the title of their last album. Known in Utah as the 
opening act for the Selector two years ago and through various Bar & Grill 
appearances, Let’s Go Bowling always performs at a rocksteady pace. 
Originating from Fresno, CA, they have toured the span of the U.S. and 
portions of Canada, increasing their following as they went. Pick your 
weight (according to color), put on them funky bowler’s shoes, choose 
your lane, reset your pins and prepare to bow! with the best of them. 
Stretsch Armstronng 

Formerly Stretch Armstrong, this band flaunts its new name with their 
new CD, “Lollygag.” After numerous band member changes over the 
years, Stretsch has settled down and tightened up with three saxes, a 
keyboard, a guitar, percussion, a bass, and Scott. One of the finest bands 
in Utah, Stretsch Armstronng has played with bands including: Bad 
Manners, Crazy 8’s, Dance Hall Crashers, Hepcat, Insatiable, King 
Apparatus, Lucky 7, the Mighty Mighty Bosstones, No Doubt, the Selec- 
tor, the Toasters, Swim Herschel Swim and Model Citizen. If you are 
wondering about the name change, Hasbro beat our boys to the toy box. 


CAPTAIN JACK’S HoroOSCOPE OF THE 
Oppressive New Moon 


ARIES (March 21-April 20) 

repare yourself to take some big steps in previously stable areas of your life. For example, your cat may 
P need to be dewormed, you may find out you are pregnant, or you may find out you are not pregnant—just 

developing a curious affinity for early morning kippers and Jack cheese, and gaining weight in misleading 
ways. That’s not so bad; Sagittarius males are being fired and dumped. But be warned, kippers are not only high 
in cholesterol, those sly little fishies are hallucinogenic if consumed in large quantities. Can you believe it? Just 
last weekend a lady was dragged off Temple Square, kicking and screaming about “all the pretty flowers, flying 
around and biting me!” You guessed it: kippers. Be careful. 
TAURUS (April 21-May 21) 


_ The strength of the New Moon will grow more and more influential as it drifts to the central locus of your chart. - 


Its pull will make you sleepier and sleepier.. Yes, sleepier and sleepier. That’s nice. Now, you feel very happy. 
Happier and happier. Take out your wallet, yes, that’s the way. Sleepier and sleepier. At the end of this paragraph 
you will place your wallet in a box, and send it to “Captain Jack’s Wallet Care Center of Love and Peace” at the 
address below. You will not remove money from the wallet in order to mail it, instead you will borrow a stamp 
from your friends. That’s it, oh you feel so happy... 
GEMINI (May 22-June 21) 

The shimmering New Moon in your birth sign will surround your romantic affairs with a soft, hazy glow. This 
may make driving and getting around difficult. Buy a cane, and one of those miner caps with a headlight. Walk 
slowly. Don’t stare too long at individuals you know in all honesty you wouldn’t be woozy over if it weren’t for 
that spooky hazy glow. Do not propose to, or accept a pines from, ANYONE this week, period, 

CANCER (June 22 - July 23) 

The.New Moon occupies your counter-sign, allowing your enemies to read your mind, tap your phone, and 
teleport in and out of your room at will. Buy an aluminum baseball bat, wear a lead hat—don’t worry, you'll see 
‘ot’s of other people wearing lead-lined caps, if you know what you’re looking for—and only speak of pointless, 
superficial things when on the phone. You can do it. 

LEO (July 24-Aug. 23) 
Jupiter passes through Leo, but is counteracted by the intrusion of three stray Astronomical Units, probably 


“Captain JACK's Horoscopes” CONT. NEXT PAGE 


TOP TEN REASONS WHY BYU HAS 
NO PETTING ZOO 
By Pam Chiotok 

10. Krishna neighbors would give us hell 
9. President Rex-Lee bitten by llama at age eight 
8. No more parking spaces left to be built over 
7. Disgruntled freshmen may be tempted to catch 
and skin riding-ponies for fresher alternative to 
‘Morris/Cannon Center meals 
6. The obvious: Petting not permitted at BYU 
5. Serious questions surrounding the viability of 
captive-bred cureloms and cummoms 
4. Pesky Fair Housing Act prohibits segregation 
on basis of species 
3. Federal Campaign Laws require that equal 
numbers of elephants and donkeys be displayed 
at accredited petting zoos, and the whole idea of 
displaying donkeys is just pushing things a little 
too far 
2. Radical Anti-Evolution lobby in JSB pushing 
hard to. avoid a blatant display of potentially threat- 
ening pro-Darwin evidence, i.e., lower species 
1. There are tens of thousands of worthy animals 
in third-world countries dying to get into BYU Zoo. 
How could we ever choose? 


TOP TEN THINGS SEALS SAY 
TO EACH OTHER 
By Pam Chiotok 

10. Hey! Let’s go get some fish! 
9. Look! | found fish! 
. Oooh. .. caught some! These are great fish! 
. Boy, | could really go for some more fish! 
. Anybody up for some fish? 
Boy do | like fish! 
Hey! Time to get some fish! 
. This is the life, boy — fish, fish, fish! 
. Son, it’s time | taught you to fish. 
. Honey! | brought fish! : 


A> NWLRAANO 


STUDENT REVIEW ¢ OCTOBER 5, 1993 


4 


NDHHArP WPA UnHups one nA-SrsznwWwos SHMHHDE 


2 Ll ae ; ib 
“A Lire Orr THE Top, PLEASE” 


My publisher has been bugging me for some time to write a 
column with broad cultural significance. The kind of column 
that will bring the community together around a common 
cause. Brian had just the subject for me: circumcision. It 
seems anti-circumcision groups with names like RECAP 
and NOHARMM (the National Organization to Halt the - 
Abuse and Routine Mutilation of Males) have been sending 
us lots of newsletters and mail encouraging us to write on this 
subject. Brian thought I would be the best person to give this 
subject the careful and sensitive attention it deserved. 

Before you continue reading, pay attention to these — 
warnings. If you’re the type of person who does not enjoy 
seeing the word “penis” in print, this column may not be for 
you. That’s where circumcision takes place, (at least it did 
for me) and there’s little I can do about that. Also, if you have 
areal vivid imagination that is likely to be sent into a frenzy 
by talk of “body parts,” you may wish to move on to the other 
fine selections the Campus Life section is offering this week. 
I would hate to think my column was the reason for some 
person to see their bishop. With that out of the way, let’s talk 
circumcision! 

Circumcision is bad. From what the people at RECAP 
say, circumcision is really bad. They have all sorts of charts 
and graphs (which we will not reprint here) that seem to 
prove their point handily. There’s a book, called The Joy of 
Uncircumcising, that extols the virtues of “letting it be.” 
There are even instructions on how to reverse the circumci- 
sion process. More on that later. 

Being one who just so happens to have a. circumcised 


object on his person at all times, I took immediate i interestin |j 


this literature. Some of the stuff I read started to concern me. 
A section entitled “Whose Penis is it, Anyway?” (a question 
that had never even crossed my mind before I read the 
newsletter) said that most children are circumcised against 
their will. Hmmm, now that I think of it, I don’t ever 
remember anyone asking me if I wanted to be circumcised. 
A quick survey of my roommates revealed, among other 
things, that nobody in our home was ever asked “the big 
question” before the scalpel was taken to their “nether 
regions.” Vexing indeed. These RECAP guys were begin- 
ning to gain credibility. 

Then things started to get serious. It seems there are 
support groups popping up across the country because of 
circumcision problems. Men are reporting that they don’t 
feel “whole” now that a part of them is missing. There’s even 
talk of (egad!) sexual dysfunction. That’s when I began to 
get worried. You see, I’ma good Mormon boy and [haven’t 
exactly had the chance to experience all the world has to 
offer, if you get my drift. The thought of not being able to . 
finally cash my check at Celibacy National Bank is not a 
pleasant one. I decided something had to be done. 

This would bring us to the “replacement” issue. Appar- 
ently, there are now ways to “regain your birthright” that are 
non-surgical and can be performed in the privacy of your 
own home. “Wonderful! I have had great success. This _ 
method is so comfortable I hardly know I’m doing it,” said 
an unnamed male in the RECAP newsletter. They never do 
tell -you exactly how one “uncircumcises,” but they give 
some hints. The first step involves using first aid tape. Idon’t 
know what exactly a person would do with tape iin that region 
of the body. I generally try to keep adhesives away from that 
area. 

The second step is even more severe: weights. That’s 
right, weights. I’ mstill notsure why one would hang weights 
around such a delicate appendage; that sounds like the kind 
of torture that’s usually reserved for Fitness for Life classes. 
How could that unnamed male not have known he had 
attached weights to his “member.” No wonder he didn’t have 
his name printed. 

After reading about the weights, I figured I would “leave 
well enough alone” and learn to be comfortable with what’s 
left of my manhood. Now that I think about it, I don’t think 
the people that circumcised me went far enough. They 
should have cut the whole thing off. The way I see it, it’s not 
doing me any good now, andI can’t see getting any usage out 
of itin the foreseeable future. It’s extra baggage—sort of like 
an appendix, but much more demanding. Unfortunately for 
me and my rotten social life, the doctors left me with the 
costly attachment. I guess those are the breaks. 
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BY JENNIFER RIGO f 
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~ Wit Date For Foop ; j 
eae feuy)) CAPIMIN, JaCK'S 
Tere gate ee v Vecnn Senvices 
wobes | 


were thinking of another biological need that preoccupies much of a BYU student’s mind, please refer 
z to the “Marriage is all about sex” article which will eventually be written by me as soon as I get married.) Girls | 
who accept dates from any male, thereby losing a great night to...do anything else...are very much compensated : ; 
by the wonderful experience of eating in a REAL and usually NICE restaurant where they COOK for you and Captain Jack, known to the world for his work 
: you don’ teven have to do dishes. This definitely outweighs the stale conversation, the unctuous moves, andother_ | with the Shells of the New Moon's Oppression, 
* unpleasant occurrences during a date. To quote many a girl (including myself), “Hey, (a careless shrug ofa |; : 
; shoulder with a philosophical air) Free Meal.” I have a friend who merely had to say, “I want a muffin and a IS NOW Captain Jack, attorney at law. 
Snapple,” and promptly a stranger would oblige her. Such technique. Dating is fine for getting fed, however |e No longer must you worry about those slimy 
beware of getting into a relationship. From then on it’s the we-are-partners-in-sharing-fifty-fifty crap, so I’d h ; 
charlatan ambulance-chasing lawyers, because you 
can trust Captain Jack. 
* No longer must you worry about court cases on the 
high seas, because Captain Jack is a marauder. 
* No longer must you worry about the chances of 


advise you to steer clear of such ventures if you want to get ahead economically. 
Do you often wonder why there seems to be a spaneria (scarcity of men) when your larder is empty but when 
your case, because Captain Jack knows the future. 
¢ And, when you hire Captain Jack, you hire the most 


the scent of chocolate chip cookies or fried pork is wafting through the air, there seems to be an abundance of 
those creatures who only think with one organ? Do you cook merely as bait? To get a grateful “you’re so nice” 
and the fleeting physical gratification of a hug, or if you are lucky, a kiss? It’s OK to feel ashamed; I’ve done it. 
‘ It’s a fact—boy visits girl to be fed. Do these phrases sound familiar? “Hey that smells good,” “T’'ll have a bite 
ofthat,” or “Feed me”? Do you find that once you have supplied them with their dope they suddenly have nothing 
brilliant minds of the spirit world! 

Captain Jack’s Shells of the New Moon’s Oppression 
and Legal Services, Suite 431, 34 K Street NW, 
Washington D.C., 20005. 


‘else to say to you except “Can’t talk...eating” while they are shoveling food in? 

Maybe dating is all about using each other, the common philosophy being “How can this person support my 
enormous appetite?” Could it be that a way to a man/woman’s heart is through his/her stomach? It looks like it. 
For example, for sweet and sour chicken, I once declared undying love. For a half of a muffin, I kissed a male 
friend (on the cheek) and I admit I have baked goodies fora special someone. It was all very cheesy. [baked banana 
bread in cute little loaves. My sister, thoroughly disgusted with me, carved a heart into the banana bread. I then 
suddenly came to my senses regarding the enormity of the mere act of cooking for someone and the “trouble” 
I could get into, so I promptly broke up with him. Perhaps food is the impetus and foundation that most 
relationships are founded on. (Why else would anybody bother?) And it continues to be the motivating force. The 
mentality of “Hey, this person will like me better if I feed him/her” or “If you loved me, you would feed me” is 
rampant in today’s dating scene. Why do you suppose many couples cook dinner together? Exactly. 

I’m not complaining; dating is the venue that feeds me, keeps me alive, and gets me into neat-o restaurants 
like Los Hermanos, Wendy’s, The Bombay House, Taco Bell, Peking House, Mama’s, The Underground, The 
Pie Pizzeria, Hogi- Yogi, etc. I couldn’t have done it all if it weren’t for my dear friends and dates who provided 
for my nourishment and sustenance, so I’d like to take this opportunity to publicly thank Trevor, Clay, Jason, 

-| Mike, Carter, Sam, Evan, Paul, Jeff, Nephi, Steve, James, Mark, Dunning, Andrew, Marcelo, Jerry, Troy, Dallin, 
Shane, Tom, Dick, Harry and... 


CONTINUED... 


~ Captain JAcK's Horoscopes 


Call Captain Jack's Shells of the New Moon's Oppression 
Personal Reading Service: 1-800-TU TONTO (big $$ per min.) 


| GET A THRILL FROM 
PUNISHMENT. 

IT’S ALWAYS BEEN 
THAT WAY. 


remnants of Earth’s long-destroyed sister planet, Jenny. 


3: 


be gra 


This hodgepodge of celestial seasonings will leave you 


represents the idea of God with the word “NuSkin.” 
‘Try the deep south or Kanab. Don’t call a Scorpio and 
tell him/her of your plan unless you wish to be fol- 
lowed. 
VIRGO (Aug. 24 - Sept. 23) 

The passage of Venus through Capricorn will affect 
your ability to express your feelings clearly. Specifi- 
cally, you’ Il begin mixing your pronouns and forget the 
past tense of most English verbs. Look to the future. 
Drop History of Civilization and American Heritage. 
LIBRA (Sept. 24 - Oct. 23) 

Your view of your birth sign will be obstructed by 
anew high-rise apartment complex to be built outside 
your window. This will culminate in an internal 
showdown between good and evil, right and wrong, 
clear views and views obstructed. Wait it out. See if 
you can contact Steven King and sell him the book 
rights for this struggle waged inside you. Hold the 
phone to your churning abdomen and shout, “Listen! 
There they go again!!! Mother Abigail? Is that you in 
there?!! (SCREAM)!! Steve! Steve! Are you still 
there!- You gotta pay me quick, man, I need some 
Pepto! Damn the new high-rise!! Damn the new high- 


# risel!y 


SCORPIO (Oct. 24 - Nov. 22) 

As Neptune chases off to the west to follow the path 
of the New Moon, you would do best to become a 
follower. Follow someone from whom you feel you 
could learn. Follow someone influential, who is usu- 
ally not bothered by scrubby little weirdos who obey 
horoscopes so religiously. Get theirattention. Mumble. 
Follow and mumble and think loving, respectful 
thoughts for this fellow human.being,: this man-god 
who. has so.commianded your adoration.’ Dress in the’ 
garb of your favorite scriptural figure to add a sort of 
“pilgrimage/Halloween” flavor to this little tryst. Take 
a sandwich. Get a friend to document your journey. 
SAGITTARIUS (Nov. 23 - Dec. 21) 

Sagittarius males are in for a whirlwind of trouble 
this month as Mercury’s approach toward its equinox 
with Mother Sol occurs just as the New Moon drifts 


- furthest from Mother Terra. People will distrust you. 


They will look at you and say, “You’re fired,” or, 
“Drop me off here, and take your stupid ring,” as 


appropriate. As you leave, and the New Moon and 


Mother Terra drift away, Sagittarius will be coming 
into place directly over Milwaukee. You know what 
that means. That’s right, Bucko, your replacement at 


work and in your ex-loved one's heart will be from the 
charming little Brewery Town of “Happy Days” and 


- CAPRICORN (Dec. 22 - Jan 20) 


Stay loose. Don’t hold yourself to previous plans. 
Be flexible: You may be planning to get up each day 
this week at about the same time, take a shower, eat, go 
to classes, take notes, study, take tests, go home, wish 
you were married, eat, go to bed, and sleep. That’s not 
very flexible now, is it? Mars would be so disap- 
pointed. Make a list of things you really want to do, rip 
them all apart and put them in a hat. “Buy more fish,” 
“Watch the Home Shopping Network,” “Read about 
Meerkats”—really adventurous, racy things. Pull them 
out one by one and just DO them! It’s fun! You'll feel 
so free! 
AQUARIUS (Jan 21 - Feb. 19) 

The Cosmos is ganging up on you! The New Moon, 
backed by a unanimous non-binding vote of the rest of 
the heavens, is moving in to invade and screw up your 
life. This is not so bad as it sounds. (Cover the page 
from the probing eye of the heavens as you read.) 
Properly documented, the turmoil of this week could 
provide the basis for a lucrative lawsuit to be filed 
against the Cosmos for emotional trauma and punitive 
damages. Keep a good journal, always have a friend 
around, and take many photographs. For legal counsel, 
contact Captain Jack, Jack and Metzenbaum, Attor- 
neys at Law, address below. 

PISCES (Feb. 20 - Mar 20) 

Yes, they were talking to you and they KNOW! 
And not only do they know, all of your friends and 
acquaintances know too. The talk about pride? All 
about you. The warnings against the evils of pornog- 
raphy? To you. The chastisement for the iniquity of 
sloth?: You, you, you. In fact, all of the rest of us just 


“laughed and laughed to hear them go on about you like 


that! Ha! Sucks tobe you! Better get your act together! 
Boy, I can’t wait till Spring Conference. ..find out what 
else you’ ve been up to!! 

The good Captain Jack is currently sailing the 
seven seas in search of his current and former selves, 
and would like to thank Bonneville Media Communica- 
tions and the many fine waves and currents of the 
world’s oceans for sending a transcript of the 164th 
Semiannual General Conference of the Church of 
Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints in a bottle. 

For a personal horoscope or hand-carved shells 
inscribed with scenes depicting the New Moon’s Op- 
pression in tastefully executed mosaics, send check or 
money order for $339.95 per hundred to “Captain 
Jack’s Shells of the New Moon’s Oppression and Legal 
Services, suite 431, 34 K Street NW, Washington D.C., 
20005.” Good Health and God Bless. 


MOUNTAINWORKS 


any meal 


|| ‘with! aveatastrophic, “irrational desire to seek out and’. Gerriiin Sausage: «would leave Prove if I were*you: ** MSA aedRla DMRS AN GA A Mag USC aa cee Selah Cae 
| Soin? a Hative world fribe that liyes off the land and: -; Next Thonth shecomés to rest over Jersey.°2'" @ IsNY 18 COFFEE, HIGH-QUALITY OUTDOOR GEAR, A POLYSYiLABIC 


SALES STAFF; AND THE BLUE MASK ON CD. 


IF YOU'RE SHOPPING SOMEWHERE ELSE, YOU’RE BLOWING IT. 


HOURS 
MON-FRI 10-7 
SAT 10-6 
FREE COFFEE 


95 $300 W 
PROVO 
371-0223 


Los Compadres 


exican KeStaurant 


Los COMPADRES 


Mexican RESTAURANT 


23 W. Columbia Lane 
Open Mon - Sat 10:30 Am to 10:00 pm 


| dinner combinations | 


when you buylwhen you buy any two when you buy 
two meals 
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IssuES & OPINIONS 


A MALE VOICE 


BY BEN LAYNE 


ay Imake a general and brief observation? In the world of peoplekind, there are two 
M genders. Some are male, and some are female. Our differences are there, and they 

enable our relationships to be rich with discovery, and appreciation for those 
differences. 


I was born ina large family which includes three sisters. I have gotten along with them very- 


well, and grown up quite happily, learning about life and its rich opportunities for all, and also 
the hardships and tests of character which come to every human being. I have enjoyed having 
many friends who vary greatly from me. It has been fascinating to gain different perspectives 
from friends interested in philosophy, science, athletics, and a myriad of other topics. I enjoy 
my friendships with those who hold opinions different than my own, for learning to tolerate 
and be considerate of one > another somehow streng 

ships richer." "7'7°975 } 

Lately I have been informed ‘e some of my female friends that I am bad, wrong, 
inconsiderate and rude, and have no capacity for feelings, emotions, or kindness, and neither 
did my fathers before me. Yes, I am a male; there is not much I can do about it—that is the 
way I am. I have many female friends, and one or two of them have taken on the latter 
sentiments towards men. My question is, why? 

I bring to our attention, somewhat naively I admit, the organization called VOICE. I 
understand that it is an organization to end the perilous repression of women which has 
occurred in the last few dozen centuries or so, and I wish them luck. I am for the emancipation 
of womankind. I love the thought of it. I beg to aid their cause. However, is that what VOICE 
is really doing? I have some friends involved with this organization and others who thought 
they wanted to be, but after attending meetings changed their minds. A friend of mine, a firm 
believer ir. equality for men and women, went to a meeting and came home complaining that 
all she saw were obviously angry or dissatisfied women, maligning men and claiming female 
s:iperiority. 

Does there have to be hatred toward men to emancipate women? What is the’correct way 
to illuminate the world and bring all to a firm understanding of women? Are we so blind and 
hypocritical as to suppose that destroying men is the answer? Will this solve the world’s 
problems? I don’t think so. By degrading men, women are only doing the thing that they claim 
to despise—discriminating. 

In fact, I like women. I hope someday to fall in love with one, marry her, and have the 
opportunity to treat her better than myself. I know if one man can be reconciled and love and 
appreciate a woman, and one woman can be reconciled and love and appreciate a man, then 
we can do it unitedly as an intelligent, rational, tolerant, and happy human family. 

Growing up, I never dreamed that I was a horrible, male-chauvinist pig. But now I know. 
And knowing is half the battle. 


ae Se 


ay characters—makes our friend- 


Voice: Let It BE HEARD 


BY LINDA WILKINS 


like knowing that VOICE has a reputation on campus for stepping beyond the bounds of 
[ecrente: I sometimes smile to myself as I think about countless people, people who — 

will probably never attend a VOICE meeting, sharing the seldom-expressed sentiment 
that all of them have a common enemy—this subculture of angry females right in their midst, 
who meet weekly to blame white males-for all of the wickedness in the world. 

I wish a group like that existed among BYU”’s homogeneous masses, but that’s probably 
too much to hope for. As I sitin VOICE meetings every Tuesday night, I can look around and 
release a contented sigh, knowing that I am with a group of the most normal women and men 
on the whole planet. 

VOICE is BYU’s organization to promote the status of women, and we do that in three 
ways—education, service, and activism. We have three of the greatest professors on campus 
as advisors: Gail Houston, Brandie Siegfried, and Fred Gedicks. We also have a bunch of club 
leaders in a horizontal rather than vertical leadership structure. 

When we’re educating, we have speakers come and teach us about women’s issues— 
women in law, women in the work force, women in literature and film, women and rape, 
women and gender roles, etc. We’ ve even had speakers talk on women’s health issues and use 
the word “clitoris” and discuss birth control methods without drawing a giggle. 

In fact, we can talk about almost anything. That’s why the group is called VOICE. Politics 
and tradition and religion all get smeared together here until none of us can figure out what 
is culture and what is doctrine. I sit in religion class and silently wonder how my fellow female 
students feel when the professor condemns women who work. Does he think we’re all 
attending a University to teach Nuclear Physics to our kids in Family Home Evening? We can 
discuss things like that without fear in VOICE. 5 

For activism and service, we do positive things like working on a literacy program for 
women in developing nations, working with BYUSA on a proposal for child care on campus, 
and raising awareness about violence against women with activities like Clothesline and Take 
Back the Night. Clothesline is a nationwide effort to combat violence. Women who have been 
abused or battered decorate T-shirts depicting their feelings about what has happened to them. 
We then display the shirts on a clothesline on campus. It’s more personal than statistics, and 
it’s healing for the survivors. Take Back the Night is a national rally and a march. It’s our ee 
funnest event, with bands, speakers, chants, posters, and songs. 

The normalcy we feel when we come together keeps us alive between meetings in a culture 
where Fascinating Womanhood is not yet a generation behind us. I know nobody will be 
telling jokes about gays or blondes or coeds (where else but BYU would you even hear that 
term anymore?), and I can go for an hour or two without hearing the word “chick” except in 
reference to baby chickens. Like I said, it’s normal stuff. I hope the facts don’t disappoint 
anyone. Personally, I would feel a little panicked if I had to survive on campus without 
VOICE: Thanks, those of eee who attend, for eae me sane. 
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EXPERIENCE IS THE BEGINNING OF CHANGE 


BY MarGaret C. SHERMAN 


hen I was twelve, I scarcely won 
dered what job or career I would 
have one day. When I graduated 


from high school in 1959, I did not think a 
college education was necessary for a good 
life. When my husband was diagnosed with 
cancer thirteen years ago, I began to wonder 


Eastern Oregon, where I grew up, people 
were farmers. Farmers’ values change little 
from decade to decade. My father and mother 
believed a woman’s role was one of wife and 
parent, not breadwinner. But sometimes ne- 
cessity warrants that a person (in this case, 
me) must change their values. The death of 


if I should have thought about a career when 
I was young. When he died four years later, 
I wondered if ignoring college had been an 
error. My mistakes I accept, but not as wholly 
mine. 

I was not raised to believe I would need to 
have a job. In fact, I was not raised to believe 
it was even proper for me to have a job. In 
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my husband forced me into the job market. 
“Forced” is definitely the correct word 
here. [had never worked a full time job. [had 
little training for anything except raising chil- 
dren. If my husband’s insurance had paid for 
anymore than the mortgage, I would have 
avoided the job market until my son and 
daughter graduated fromcollege. But I needed 


to eat and to help my children through school, 
so I entered the work place as a secretary. 
Luckily, I found a firm where computer 
knowledge was not required. 


they were overqualified for secretarial work. 
But for some reason I never thought of then, 
they rarely advanced. Men with similar skills 
never entered at the low levels that women 
It was difficult at first, but made it.l[am did. Men entered with honorable titles such 
not writing this to tell my story, butratherto as, “assistant to the Vice-President in charge 
tell the story ofmany women.I wasillequipped _ of...” or, “entry level marketing executive.” 
for the workplace, so I accepted low wages. Women—college educated women—entered 
really did not even know they were low.I did almost excluvisely as secretaries. 
not expect advancementin the corporate world But my experiences are not the only evi- 
because I had no education beyond high dence of sex-based discrimination. I have 
school and minimal skills. But other women _ been reading a book: The Economic Emer- 
did—and rightly so it seemed—expect ad- u " 
vancement. These women were college gradu- EXPERIENCE” CONT. NEXT PAGE 
ates who had acquired numerous skills. Truly, 
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Dear Mr. Thomas: 
appreciate your response to my oe to Rex Lee. 
To be frank, I had not expected any reply. Your 
letter was very informative to me as I have no legal 
training. My understanding remains incomplete, how- 
ever, with regard to the issue that I consider central to 


this entire consideration. My main question is the 


legality of Fair Housing Act violations in housing that 
is not affiliated with BYU in any way. 

I concede two ancillary points that your letter ad- 
dressed. First, BYU’s Board of Trustees is obviously 
entitled to set BYU housing policy as it wishes. Re- 
gardless of any other opinion to the contrary, that fact 
is irrefutable. I expressed just such a contrary opinion 
in my letter intending to induce thought, not change 
bureaucratic policy. As a religiously affiliated institu- 
tion, BYU retains the prerogative to express gospel 


_ principles in its policy as dictated by the Board of 


Trustees. 

Second, I do not Sanus BYU’s right to segregate 
the sexes in its own non-commercial housing. That 
right is clearly protected pursuant to Title IX of the 
Educational Amendments of 1972. All of the legisla- 
tion to which you referred in your letter exempts 
BYU’s non-commercial university housing from ad- 
herence to the Fair Housing Act. The 1978 agreement 
was, as you elucidated, merely an interpretation of 
established law. : 

As I indicated above, however, I do not read that 


your letter addresses the question of commercial hous- 


_ ing in which most students live. The Fair Housing Act, 
as you informed me, exempts the University from 
obligation to the law with regard to the University’s 


~ CONTINUED... 3 


EXPERIENCE 


gence of Women by Barbara Bergmann. 
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Beremiani validates my experiences by sHiowitig that women, on 


RESPONSE FROM SHAWN HANSEN 


_ BYU Housinc Pouicy CorresPONDENCE 


non-commercial housing, but that exemption does not 
extend to landlords that are separate from the Univer- 
sity. Hence, it appears that commercial housing in 
Provo should be subject to the law. The only problem 
is the law does not seem to be enforced here. 

Even with my limited knowledge of all the legal 
details, it does appear that BYU is not in direct viola- 
tion of the law. Indirectly, though, BYU’s ubiquitous 
influence causes rampant violation of the law. That 
which BYU claims to be institutional free exercise of 
religion infringes upon the rights of non-students seek- 
ing housing in Provo. Students are required to live in 
segregated housing; landlords are forced to cater to the 
needs of students. Thus, the landlords do the segregat- 
ing, not BYU. BYU’s policy just mandates the segre- 
gation. I believe that the University has an obligation 
as a responsible member of this community to change 
policies that interfere with the legal transaction of 
business here. 

Mr. Thomas, I appreciate your response to my 
letter. However, I disagree with you. I believe that 
sophomoric analysis and complaint (well or ill founded) 
play integral roles in the maintenance of America’s 
political vitality. I believe that controlling law should 
be questioned and challenged. I believe that members 
of a democracy are responsible to participate in their 
government according to the dictates of their own 
conscience. That is why I am asking some questions. 

Sincerely, 

(signed) 

Shawn G. Hansen 


S18 Cay Sv 


average, hold different jobs than men, even when they are similarly qualified. Also, statistics in the book show 
that women historically have made between two-thirds and three-quarters the amount of money men make. When 
I read those statistics, I suspected that the difference existed because women did not have the high skilled jobs. 
But to my surprise, I discovered that those figures accounted for jobs with similar duties for men and women. 

I do not blame men, however. Neither do I blame women. It is tradition's fault. It is society's fault. I strongly 


believe that now. 


___ Idonot believe that men purposefully overlook hiring women in order to keep them from achieving. I believe 
it is a reaction from conditioning. Men were taught, as was I, that women should not work. I am sure that most 
men feel, as my parents made me feel, that it is improper for a woman to be the breadwinner. Men are—and my 


generation’s experiences be different from mine. 


) 


__ parents and I were—wrong, however. And there is no reason why they should not work anyway, if they please. 

Luckily, my children are out of college and successful enough that they can help me go to school at my age. .. 
But my wish is that no girl should feel as I did when I was young. No girl should ignorantly pass by an education 
as if it has no value. I also wish that women can be treated as equals in the workplace, and that their sex will not 
hinder their chances for advancement. I hope that programs such as affirmative action can resocialize people to 
see women in the workplace as normal. I do not want women to have to rely on luck, as I did. Let the next 


THE STRAND SALON 


SPECIALISTS IN 
HAIR COLOR 


FULL SERVICE SALON 
INCLUDING 
NAILS AND MASSAGE 


27 4\WESTICENTER|PROVOKK375-8990 


BEEROD | 


Utah's - ,yoR!T§ Haunted House 
150 W. 1230 No., PROVO, UT + 371-0059 


300 W. 1300 So., SLC, UT © 467-8100 
BRING THIS COUPON OR A CAN OF FOOD 
REGULAR 
ADMISSION 


™ $1.00 OFF 


Not good with any other offer 
BENEFITTING THE UTAH FOOD BANK 


All New Show! 
Longest Show Ever! 


10% off Any Bike In Stock! 


Tasty Road Bikes from Bianchi and Serotta 
Spicy Mountain Bikes from Diamond Back 


Also Baby Joggers ie 

- Burley Trailers fo-flex |; 

San | 

Bikes WINTERCLOTHES & 3 
Served INDOOR TRAINERS 

Daily IN STOCK 


Only a block west of BYU Campus 1155 fl. Canyon Rd. Provo 377-3969 


- c&Professional Repairs 


es Expert Knowledge Custom Wheelbuilding 


MERCADO LATINO 


COMIDA, PRODUCTOS Y MUCHO MAS... 


jTENEMOS TODO LO QUE 
USTED NECESITA! 


INCLUSO: Videos, cintas, discos compactos, tarjetas, yerba 
mate, bobillas, dulce de leche, revistas, malta, camisetas. ..etc. 


275 N University Ave. 375-2727 
10 AM - 7 PM cerrado domingo 


MAS DE DOS MIL TITULOS 
Llévese un video 


‘GRATIS! 


POR UNA NOCHE 
CUANDO ALQUILE UNO 
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ARTs & LEISURE 


WANTING IT More 


By SAM CANNON 


hen temping paid better than Pell 
Grants, Sue and I moved from 
Sunset to the Haight. One bdrm., 


clean, sunny, laundry, cat OK. Each day we 
took the MUNI in together and went to our 
job du jour. We worked law firms, insurance 
agencies, HMO’s. We gave our days away at 
$8 an hour. Then Sue went up to $12. She 
knew PageMaker like it was family. 

I bought two ties. One had red spirals, the 
other gold embroidered fish. Each day, I 
chose the best tie for the job. I wore the red tie 
to answer phones for Surefire Towing. I wore 
the fish tie to file insurance policies on micro- 
film at Alexander Hamilton. No matter where 
she got called, Sue wore a white, scoopneck 
blouse and a wrap around Indian skirt. She’d 
only change her underwear. 

We walked nearly every night. Around 
the corner onto Ashbury, up to Haight, over 
to Stanyan and back down. Sue blew out the 
side of her mouth. She wisecraked about the 
sidewalk traffic. Colored neon signs sucked 
us into cafes, candle shops, and used record 
stores. Sue put things on hold just to spite me. 
Rain sticks, menorahs, Neil Sedaka. 

After walks, we played last-one-is-a-rot- 
ten-egg. I spilled latté up the stairs. Sue slidin 
onthe doormat;;We said, “Honey, I’mhome.” 

Sue wrote “Return to Sender” on her Inde- 
pendent Study packets and her Columbia 
House mailers. “Just call them,” I said. 

“I’m proving something,” she said. 

She was, but I didn’t know what. 

One early morning, I began to feel bed- 
springs in my back. I sat up and read the 
paper. I read classifieds and lifestyles. I drank 
orange juice froma plastic pitcher. Sue snored. 

Icame in, already dressed, as Sue stepped 
out of the shower. ;Girl, you look finer than 


qigustiress! bgaid. Balls; mfoyatsaics 1kAT S| 


n 
ord ait ie 5 shoulders like om fresh,lettuce. « 
She kissed me from a distance and pulled on 
her earring. 

That day, Sue called from her job, “Am I 

getting you in trouble?” 
“This is only my second day here a 

“No lunch today then?” 

“T’ve got too much. Dinner.” 

That evening, we got Edwardo’s thin crust 
pizza with tomatoes and mushrooms. Crumbs 
and cardboard lay spent on the floor. We 

_shared.a cracked. vinyl recliner and flipped 


- channels; I stepped in front,of the t.v., turned: 


into a shadow and: performed, moving my 
mouth to the Home Shopping Network. Sue 
said, “C’est bien avec nous.” I could feel 
myself trying. 

The first thing Captain Don said to us was, 
“Howdy neighbors.” He had been sleeping 
on our stoop the past few nights. This time we 
woke him from a noonday nap. Captain Don 
wore rusty jeans and a blue cap with gold 
embroidering that read “U.S.S. California.” 
He said he’d watch our car for $5 a week. I'd 
heard about this sort of thing. Sue shrugged a 
shoulder. 

“Where you from?” he said. 

“Salt Lake City,” Sue said. 

“Oh sure, I spent the summer back there in 
1967. Fifth South off ramp and all that. Sure.” 
He was wiping the windshield of Sue’s ‘86 
Civic with a paper towel. He bit the inside of 
his cheek, making a white dimple. 

Sue trusted the Captain with the car. She 
said there was something sexy about him, so 
what the hell. After a while we stopped pay- 
ing him and took him to Chabela’s once a 
week. We ate burritos there as fat and Mexi- 
can as the women that made them. 

Summer came and we started leaving our 
windows open at night. One night, we-zipped 
our sleeping bags together and slept in front 
of thet.v. Sue slept in ared Stanford sweatshirt. 
I wore a flannel shirt and tube socks. I woke 
up with her hair stuck to my face and my 
socks. hanging from my toes. Outside, Cap- 
tain Don sang: 

I’m sittin on this bar stool 

Talkin like a damn fool 

Got the twelve o’clock news blues. 

The Bay breeze haggled the clouds that 
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afternoon. The phone was off the hook. We 
played Rack-O on the stoop below our apart- 
ment. “Rack-O,” I said. Sue pulled a pen 
from her hair and did math on her hand. 
Across the street, blue chalk on the sidewalk 
read “I gota haircut today and I hate it Signed, 
Melinda.” I watched the girls double dutch. 
“T wonder which one is Melinda,” I said. 
“The one in green,” Sue said. 


Sue made like she was shooing flies from 
her face. “Louis L’ Amour couldn’t write to 
save a life,” she said. She had her thumb ina 
blunt paperback. 

“Tt paid the bills,” I said. 

“They don’t want my brain,” Sue said. 

Sue had started turning down jobs. She 
drove me into work, went to the library, and 
watched cable. 

She met me on the stoop. Captain Don sat 
next to her, manicuring his nails with Sue’s 
orange nail file. “How was work, honey?” he 
said. 


We went to Chabela’s. Don talked about 
his marriages, Beth from Salem, Jill from 
Louisville, and Veronica from Van Nuys. He 
said he was still married to Veronica but she 
was in San Bernadino, training to be a court 
reporter. Sue’s face was deep in the Chronicle. 
She was dripping salsa on Boutros Boutros- 
Ghali. 

I looked behind me. ee was in the street 
doing windshields. “Honey, it’s a business, 
like any other,” Sue said. 

I came home late from my third day of 
filing inactive accounts at the Federal Re- 
serve Bank. Sue had the phone on one shoul- 
der and was rubbing car wax into the legs of 
the recliner. She bent her head backwards and 
said, “I’m on hold.” 

Ilooked at the recliner. Sue looked back at 
her job, then back at me. “I saw this on 
‘Furniture on the Mend,’ The Learning Chan- 
nel.” 

I picked up the-squeeze bottle and sniffed. 


Poetry BY KRISTEN TRACY 


AFTER CREATION 


We are all such accurate women 


who turn our legs 


all the way from the hip 
into all that the sun has left. 


We want the leaders 
of an afterlife 
to reemerge 


in our own repeated childrening. 


We all have one mouth 


that we go. back to. 


We are still so womanly 


in the depths of this 


that we permit most sound 


to applaud once 
among us 


in the delicate circles 


we keep. 


With no women like us 


you would be alone 
and dying 

and so unfinished 
and red 


that soon you’d be an absence 


of loose fists. 


Did you think you could go on 
thundering without us? 


Between the light 
and the dark 

of your own skull 
we are tender 
and strange 

and still in love 


with the bodies we made 


out of you, 


THE WEDDING 


At any moment, she could turn 


pivot her hips 


expose the delicate backside 


of her wrists 
and break again 
those promises 


to every man she’s loved 


telling them 

she will keep 
their hollow ribs 
as sacred as 
their names. 


Yeshaping its fi ‘rst shell” 
into the backs of our wrists. 


Today, 

the unspoken pleasures 
wrapped in the days 
and the days 

of herself— 

the girl who sank 

to love 

all the others 

in a place where her skin 
even bruised 

must have felt light— 
are staying still, 


Fea fa 


on this day 
and make out of him 
that same place 


She will marry him and 
turn inside of him 


where she must have been born. 


“Just don’t touch the couch,” I said. 

Pecans came in the mail from Sue’s par- 
ents. “Happy Early Thanksgiving,” the card 
read. They grew them on twenty-two acres in 
Hurricane, Utah. Sue and I sat on the floor in 
front of the couch. Clear bags of Qualofill had 
replaced the worn cushions. Sue hada wooden 
cutting board between her legs and a bow] of 
pecan shells to her left. 

“Tf we were married,” I said, “you wouldn’t 
be using a brick.” 

“Huh?” 

“Stainless steel nutcracker sets are very 
popular wedding gifts.” 

“I’m getting a clean enough break here,” 
she said. 

“Did you ever thank your parents?” 

“Let’s find Captain Don,” Sue said; brush- 
ing pecan carnage off the underside ofthered 


“WANTING IT More” 
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Years AFTER 


No one is ever born thinking 
they are almost dead. 

Over our faces 

life is uneven 

and in the basement 

of these colors 

we all look 

younger than death. 


There is no argument « 
against this. 


testy 8 arlt 516 ReLEOORE nat HPaago oil ei Howe « BW Ny nt eosybr0091 bas 
: She ‘will take this orie ~~ = > 7) 


~sother peoples }«7it “sastoo? 
and the edges : 
they have left inside 

from every child © 

they’ ve always been 

will open sideways 

sending them out 

all over. 


so convincingly that he will cry om 


All this from the woman I love. 


She is more like 

- that piece of dark 
that wants to take a man 
and over the years 
love him 
and sleep 
and breathe him. 
Offering herself to him 
by her own name. 


Someone could stand 
on the edge of this crowd 
and call up to her 

plead with her 

to let the last 

of the ordinary men 
live without the tragedy 
of her temple bones 

or small chin.. 

But there is nothing 

as offensiveas ... 
what she was born out.of~ 
and in this 

she smiles 

through the loss 

which can never open 
up again 

to be done over 

and tells him 

he looks beautiful 

and he tells her , 

she looks beautiful. 


There are always enough of us 
wanting new outlines 

that we continue on 

and some fall 

into the safety 

of their own mouths 

and some fall 

outside of this 

and from nowhere 

comes a child 

and in this child 

is the middle: 4 -7,,. 4.15). Sus 
of some February. 3, |. 


And when he grows — 

almost yellow 

and wants to die 

without being awkward— 
you can ask him 

who the real sacrifice 

was made for 

and he will tell you 

there are those: Siig oe 
who have known this’ = “~ 
and slept — 

into their bodies 

without ever deciding 

how to move 

while letting their mouths turn — 
into the muscles 

of the smooth 

and the empty 

und still piecing out 

of women 

their new faces 

than must be torn again. 


- most stores can order in any-: 


cording companies (and, 


VIDEO Store SAFARI 


_ BY Tom DomiNGuEs 


ored out of your gourd, you say? Does your trip to the video store elicit that “Seen that, done that, saw 


B it yesterday” response? Perhaps you, like oh-so-many unfortunate video-heads, have overlooked some 


of the best the small screen can offer. Yes, there is life outside of the new release section. For your viewing 
pleasure and consideration, I offer the following movies. Obscure? Possibly. Cultist? Definitely. Hard to find? 
Could very well be, but these flicks are worth the search. Who knows—maybe you’ll stumble across some others 


along the way. Enjoy! 


_ Dark Star: One of the first efforts of John Carpenter (The Thing) and Dan O’ Bannon (writer—Alien, Heavy 
Metal, Total Recall), this straight-out-of-film-school production has everything needed in a cult sci-fi movie: 
corny special effects, a bizarre script, and a non-existent budget. It all adds up to an early seventies classic. It’s 
the 22nd century and a wacked-out crew of a deep space starship must battle ennui, each other, and bizarre aliens 
to return home. Throw ina talking neurotic “smart” bomb and you ve got a film that must be seen after midnight 


to be understood. 


The Navigator: No, this isn’t that lame Disney movie with a similar title. This Australian production has 
medieval voyagers on a pilgrimage to save their village from the bubonic plague sweeping across the country. 
In search of a distant cathedral seen only in a young boy’s prophetic dreams, they tunnel through the earth—only 
to surface in the modern world. Weird, surreal, but probably the most realistic portrait of the medieval mind I have 
ever seen on film. The backward travelers see everything through a mix of religious fear, superstition, and 
bewilderment, demonstrated through great acting, a wild script, and even animated segments; a kind of post- 
modern Monty Python and the Holy Grail. Well, sort of anyway. See for yourself. 

39 Charlie MoPic: This little known film on the Vietnam War had its debut at the Sundance Film Festival 
a few years back and has to be one of the best portrayals of that conflict I have ever seen. It is fictional, but shot 
as adocumentary. Apparently, special members of platoons were given the job of carrying around 16mm cameras 
and recording the action in the war. Such is the case in this movie, where the whole thing is constructed from 
“footage” that the platoon cameraman (nicknamed MoPic) took. The result is a film that is so authentically gritty 


_ that the first time I saw it I debated the whole way through if it was real or not. The action is believable and the 


interviews with the platoon members emotional. If you saw any of Oliver Stone’s Vietnam trilogy, or better yet 
the excellent Dear America: Letters Home From Vietnam, you must see this film. : 


Wortp Up 


BY GreG CAMPBELL 


nother buzzword has entered the global vik 
: lage lexicon in recent years, and it seems so 


self-descriptive that only rarely does anyone 
seem interested in defining what “world music” is. And_ 
Iam not about to take a shop at it. 1 know, at least, that 


~ most record and CD shops cram World Music into the 


“low inventory” section and throw in a few old 
Supertramp albums (hey, I mean, they were from 
England, right?), a decent 
store ought to have most of 
the latest titles from the 
World Music charts, and 


thing they don’t have with- 
out too much trouble. _ 

The existence of World 
Music charts means two , 
things: first, radio stations 
across North America take 
the idea of World Music 
seriously enough to play. 
World Music; second, re- 


mostly, record distributors) 
want to find out what sells— 
so they can make more of it. 


_And what sells is no surprise—not rice harvesting 


oe songs of Chinese peasants, but any kind of superficial 


ne world music instrument or style mixed with (this is 


important, sO pay attention) a funky beat. Just take any 
rock beat, Add an Australian digeridoo, and African 


__ shekere, a Chinese pipa, or even monks intoning 


UM ee eee 


= Ye 


Gregorian chant, and presto! It’s a hit (i.e.., it sells a 


ee millionth of what Sting’s last album sold). 
Fortunately, even an MBA from, say, the Marriott 


School of Business can’t predict what people will 
actually like, and world music consumers generally 
tefuse to buy the “New Improved Non-Stick World 
Music—with Aloe!” product. A few years ago, an 

ostensibly dull Bulgarian women’s choir, Le Mystere 
des Voix Bulgares, proved immensely popular, both in 
American concert halls and on record (they’re mostly 


. onthe Nonesuch Explorer label). They sing a cappella, 


proving that bad singing cov- 
ered up by more bad guitars 
is not the only formula for 
success in the American 
record market. Bulgaria pro- 
duced not only Le Mystere, 
but Ivo Papasov and His 
Bulgarian Wedding Orches- 
tra, who fuse rock, Eastern 
European odd-metered 
dance music, and the most 
incredible accordion playing 
this side of youruncle Yosh’s 
polka band (their latest CD 
is Balkanology). 

Quick geography quiz: 
Where’s Tuva? (No, it’s not 
south of Provo.) It’s a small 
republic near Mongolia, where the art of throat-singing 
has been perfected over hundreds of years by bored and 
lonely sheepherders. But throat-singing has caught the 
ear of the World Music market with the release last year 
of two Tuvan CDs—Sixty Horses in My Herd by 
Huun-Huur-Tu, and Music from the Distant Steppe. If 
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WANTING It More 


brick. A dull silver plaque com- 
memorated Hinckley Dodge’s sev- 
enty-five years of service to the 
community. 

Don was around the corner, out- 
side Ben and Jerry’s. He had ice 
cream in a paper cup the size of a 
shot glass. He was blowing his nose 
into his free hand. 

“Cut that out,” Sue said. “You 
want people to think you’ rea bum?” 

“What you got there?” Don said. 
He stretched his head over Sue’s 
paper bag. 

“Pecans,” Sue said, holding them 
to his nose. 

“Never in your life.” 

“What you got there?” I said. 

“Chunky Monkey,” Don said. 
“Can you believe that shit?” 

“Say, Captain,” I said, “what do 
you know about furniture?” 

Sue cracked my arm withthe 
bag of pecans. Hard, wrinkled balls 
bounced on the sidewalk, making a 
raining sound. Pedestrians jumped 
out of the way, dodging the stam- 
pede. . 

“Let’s go, Captain,” Sue said. 
She took his ice cream and his arm 
and turned her back to me. They 
turned the corner. 

I didn’t wait. I went back to the 
stoop and read the sidewalk across 
the street. Melinda had written back 
and forth with someone named 
Travis—she in blue again, Travis in 
white. “Travis likes girls and Ihave 
proof.” “Melinda likes girls and I 
have proof.” “I ama girl, dumbass.” 
The sun was almost gone. I was 
thirsty. 

Sue found me at The Sugar Shack 
on my eighth longneck and walked 
me back. She put on coffee and we 
showered. The curtain stuck to my 
leg. “It’s like a damn bowling alley 
in here,”’ I said. Sue reached around 
me and grabbed up the shampoo 
bottles from the tub floor. Shé 
walked through the curtain and out 
the door. I followed, squeezing my 
arms, eyes shut. Sue was at the 
window. Her naked body evapo- 
rated in the blue street light. She 
dumped the bottles out onto the 
street. They hit with hollow sounds 
and began rolling down towards the 
Bay. They disappeared into the dark, 
nipping at the taillights of a Lincoln 
Continental. She turned to me. 

In the morning I had a new as- 
signment at an art gallery in the 
Mission district. They made me 
wear a security outfit, every shade 
of blue polyester and a plastic gun 
in a Naugahyde holster. The art was 
African-American, mostly jagged 
tribal emblems or slave mothers 
with generous hands. It beat filing 
carbon copies, but I came home 
with my knees down around my 
socks, 


Sue and Don were waiting on ° 


the stoop. Sue was mouthing words 
out for Don. He held a copy of 
Penthouse Forum between the two 


of them. 

“Out of National Geographic?” 
I said. 

“This was all I could find in the 
apartment,” Sue said. 

“What’s for eats?” I said. 

“Edwardo’s?” 

“And a case of Bud Light for 
me,” Captain Don said. 

“Since when are you drinking?” 

“Since you are.” 

“You go get it then.” 

Don flipped up the bill on his 
cap like a bike courier’s and skipped 
away with my money. I prayed for 
him to not come back. 

“Does he even know where 
Edwardo’s is?” I said. 

Sue slapped my knee with an 
open palm. “He’s lived here for 15 
years,” she said. Her hand bounced 
as I tightened my thigh. On the 
stoop across the street, the girl Sue 
said was Melinda held hands with a 
curly-headed boy wearing an ar- 
gyle sweater that showed his wrists. 
She saw me looking, kissed the boy 
on the cheek, and went inside. He 
stared at me, as though I could ex- 
plain what had just happened. 

Don came back pushing a tired 
shopping cart. The pizza was slid- 
ing around on the wire floor of the 
cart and the case of beer was bal- 
ancing in the child’s seat. 

Sue screamed like a cartoon cat. 

“I got us the ‘homeless dis- 
count’,” Don said, “a large for the 
size of a medium.” 

“You mean ‘price’,” I said. 

Sue and Don left most of Bud 
Light for me. Sue asked Don about 
freeways and shelters and health 
care. Don kept making her laugh. 
He said he used to be called The 
Human Jukebox. I fell asleep on the 
stoop to Don singing: 

The kid, the kid, the kid’s ‘gotta 
have it 

The kid, the kid, the kid’s gotta 
have it 

KKK 

I woke up smelling the clock 
radio. The red numbers made clouds 
inside my eyes. I pushed it away 
and focused. 11:15. A tip of Sue’s 
flannel sheets soaked in the Class of 
“87 mug on the floor. The couch 
was pushed to the middle of the 
front room. Sue had finished uphol- 
stering the cushions in bright tartan 
plaid broadcloth. The back was still 
a mustard-colored corduroy. Var- 
nished pecan shells studded the 
wooden arms and legs. Sue left an 
envelope on the right arm with a 
fifty in it. The note read: “Please 
ship the couch to my parents. Keep 
the rest. Love, Sue.” 

I went outside and the car was 
gone. For good, I thought. Shadows 
sliced up the street. Where I was 
standing it was bright. Four flat- 
faced kids Ihadn’t seen before were 
on the stoop, bending spoons on 
chocolate malt cups. Easy for them. 
I sat down next to them and opened 
my wallet. “You guys know 
Melinda?” I said. 
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LESSONS OF PAIN 


BY Feuicity HAMILTON 


| istening to her talk, you would think that — ——= - 


she actually knew what she was talking -= 

about, instead of asking me two minutes WZ , 
before the lesson started if she could borrow my FH tYp 
book. Sister Jones was the best teacher we had, ZA 
but she never prepared beforehand. When it 
was her Sunday to teach there were never any 
flowers on the lace table cloth and we never had 
treats even though it wasn’t Fast Sunday. But 
somehow, hers were always the best lessons '/@ 
and even the women who taught in Primary 
would come to listen. ae 

Noone knew exactly why Sister Jones didn’t 
prepare before the lesson was to be given, we 
just figured it had something to do with her Apgml 
family. They were the quietest children in the ¥ io 
ward, mainly because they passed notes back 
and forth to each other, occasionally erupting in 
muffled giggles while the Sacrament was being 
passed. Everyone knew that her husband would 
never let them talk in Sacrament meeting and 
the giggles were always followed by a very 
stern look and sometimes a warning of what 
would happen when they gothome if the giggles 
didn’t stop. So Sister Jones sat there and watched her family, the quietest of them all. No one 
knew exactly why we blamed her not preparing on her family, but it seemed like the logical 
thing to do when there was no other explanation. 

She was not the most thoughtful woman in the ward. She did her duties and never 
complained but she wouldn’t go out of her way to see how you were, like Sister Abram taught 
inher lesson a while back. Sister Abram had brought us little refrigerator magnets with sayings 
on them for everyone that day. I know I saw Sister Jones take one, but I can’t remember what 
she did with it. [know she didn’t put it on her refrigerator like everyone else because once 


I was-over there to take them bread when her husband’s father died. Their house was silent. 


then too and I seem to remember hearing a shushing sound coming from the other room. It was 
the same shushing sound from Sacrament meeting when the children giggled. Sister Jones 
politely, but hurriedly said thank you and good-bye after she heard that. 

After that, the next time it was Sister Jones’ turn to teach, she brought bread for everyone. 


It was the first time a of us hed ested a ae edie! te pe Son no one miew suite 


Ji SiG QoL Ww Ol Hil 


Mor ormon 2 Clichés 


what to do when it ended up to be awful. None 
of us said anything, we just put it in our pockets 
y and left quickly, saying thank you as we ran. 
She never brought anything again. 

Abouta year later, Sister Jones’ five year old 
son Danny was hit by a car in the parking lot of 
church. He didn’t die right then. We all ran to 
her and tried to pry him out of her arms to take 
him to the hospital, but we couldn’t. She kept 
saying over and over, my baby, my baby. He 
was her youngest, so I guess it was okay to say 
that. But the elders of the ward wanted to give 
Danny a blessing and she wouldn’t let go. 
Eventually they gave him a blessing by stand- 
ing around her. No one knew where Brother 
Jones was. 

iY fl That night I went to their house to take them 
acasserole for dinner and all Iheard'was Brother i 
Jones saying “Shush” over and over again. I 
didn’t see anyone there in the room with him, so 
ie ! I went to see if I could help. There was nothing 

i I could do. The next day Danny died. 

After that Sister Jones couldn’t give her 
lesson. We told her we would take over for a 
few months until she felt up to it, but she never went back to teaching. We found that even with 
the treats and neat magnets, there was nothing we could do to replace Sister Jones’ lessons. 

I think that she learned that replacement is hard too. Just in a much different way. 

A year passed and Sister Jones never taught in church again. And we never heard Brother - 
Jones in Sacrament meeting shushing his children anymore. Even without that their children 
were still the quietest in the chapel. But now instead of hearing occasional giggles during the 
Sacrament, there was an absolute silence from their pew. 

They moved away a few months ago. It was hard for them to leave Danny’s grave, I think. 
Sister Jones never.took anyone into her confidence about her feelings. Maybe that was why _ 
she was such a good teacher-it was the only time she could tell people how she felt and she 
used it to her advantage to help us understand her a little better. That could be why she never 
taught again. Her feelings were too painful to share and she didn’t want to hurt us. Maybe she 
was the most thoughtful woman in the ward after all. 
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by David Jennings P 

Conducting Meetings Lessons and Talks 23. Millenium lem 8.Story about the old man 
24. ...both temporally and 5.He’s “inactive” who waits all day for rela- 

1. We'd like to welcome you __1....here upon the Earth spiritually 6. Non-member tives to visit him on his 


hae out 
..this beautiful Sabbath 

ee 

3. Let us begin by singing 

4. Well now hear from 

5. Well now be favored by a 
special musical number 

6. We'll now turn the time 
over to 

7. We'd like to encourage 

8.We’d like to thank all 
those who have partici- 
pated 

9. Brothers and Sisters, the 
time is now yours 


10. We'd like to acknowl- 


edge the presence on the 
stand... 

11. We'd like to thank the 
Aaronic Priesthood for the 
reverent manner 

12. We'll now dismiss for 
classes 

13. We'll now proceed tothat 
point on our program 

14. Brothers and Sisters, 
the time is short 

15. By way of announce- 
ment 

16. By way of invitation 

17. All those whocan extend 
a vote of thanks 

18. Pdlike tocall your atten- 
tion to 


2. In our daily lives 

3. [know beyond a shadow of 
a doubt 

4. Mantle of authority 

5.1 want you to know that I 
know 

6. Temple marriage 

7. Celestial marriage 

8. Eternal marriage 

9: Eternal family 

10. Forever family 

11. Morally clean 

12. I would indeed be un- 
grateful this day ifI didn’t 


- stand 


13. Id like to stand 

14. If I’ve ever done any- 
thing to offend anybody... 

15. The spirit came into the 
room 

16. The spirit was so thick 
you could cut it with a 
knife 

17. It’s been a long time 
since I’ve borne my testi- 
mony 

18. When the bishop called 
last week and asked me to 
give a talk 

19. It wasareal testimony to 
me that 


20. We commited him to. 


baptism 
21. Sign of the times 
22. Last days 


25. ...each and every one of 
you. 


Prayers 


1.that no harm or accident 

2.to nourish and strengthen 
our bodies 

3.Bless those who couldn’t 
be here this time... . 

4.We are indeed grateful 
this day 


5. That we might ... that we 
might .. . that we might 
6. This day 


7. At this time 

8.In all that we do and say 

9. Help us to keep the Sab- 
bath day holy 

10. We ask thy blessings 
‘upon the refreshments 
that they might 

11. These blessings and fa- 
vors... andal] others that 
we stand in need of 

12. In our daily lives 

13. Here upon the earth 


Every Day 


1.Special spirit 

2. He hasa morality problem 

3.He has a word-of-wisdom 
problem 

4.He has a testimony prob- 
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7. Anti-mormon 
8..Unworthy 
9. Non-believer 


- 10. Jack-mormon — 


11. Utah-mormon 

12. Investigator 

13. He was “called home” 

14. He died to fulfill a 
“higher calling” 

15. Happy valley 

16. Converted 

17. New-convert 

18. Fetch! 

19. Outer darkness 

20. Mormon standard time 

21. The last days 

22. Signs of the times 


Things We Never Want to 
Hear Again 


1. The touch of the Master’s 
Hand (Poem) 

2.Footprints in the Sand 
(Story) 

3. In the Hollow of Thy Hand 
(Song) 

4. Never Let His Light Grow 
Dim (Song) 

5.A Thief In Church (poem 

_ about being noisy in meet- 
ings) 

6.11 Build You a Rainbow” 
(Song) 

7. Alooocha! 


birthday and then dies 
when no one comes. [SR] 


2 


BY SUZANNE BENNER 
ay back when Moses was still alive, God gave him some rules that the people were 
supposed to follow. The Israelites didn’t really get into the spirit of the whole 
! thing, but they lived pretty well by the letter of the law. In Christ’s day, the Jews 
“were still living by the Moses-God document, but they had added many little tidbits of their 
x own. There are many possible reasons for this. The people might have wanted to be able to 
- tell whether they were more righteous than the next guy, or maybe they wanted to be absolutely 
_ positive that they were doing the right things. God was pretty specific in the law of Moses, but 
here is always a temptation to want to be told what to do all the time, so that we are sure never 
to make mistakes. Perhaps those are some of the reasons we add amendments to the 
ommandments today in the Mormon community. We want to know that we are living the 
“commandments even better than we have to. I think that that is okay—to a point. We must, 
_ of course, do in our lives what we believe is right. However, judging people by our personal 
_ interpretation of the commandments is not right. We need to be able to tell the difference 
between the gospel and the “new-and-improved gospel.” I will illustrate some of these 
‘revised commandments” by looking at the original ten. 
Commandment Number One: 
“Thou shalt have no other Gods before me.” r 
Putting God first is a very wise idea. Sometimes, though, it gets taken too far. When people 
start saying “God only,” it can get a little scary. The scriptures do say, “Him only thou shalt 
erve,” but some people think that this means they are allowed to treat other people as second- 
ass citizens, and never associate with anyone who smokes, drinks, or is amember of another 
urch. Maybe God is the only one we can always depend on, but we need to give other people 
n opportunity to prove their worth. It is hard to find the line between full acceptance of “evil- 
Ts” (including participation in their activities) and ostracism, but perhaps we should try. 
Christ loved the sinners without participating in their sin; it is possible. And then some people 
Il knock wealth, insinuating that just having money means that you are putting it before 
God. I don’t have any, so I wouldn’t know, but it seems a little fishy to me. 
Commandment Number Two: 
“Thou shalt not make unto thee any graven image, or any likeness of any thing...thou shalt 
not bow down thyself to them, nor serve them.” 
Idol worship is icky. It brings to my mind images of human sacrifice and pools of blood. 
‘When: we start getting idol-phobic though, sometimes we take it too far. I have posters and 
quotes covering my walls—but I promise, I’m not worshipping them. I love to listen to Indigo 
Girls and Gin Blossoms, but they are not my spiritual leaders. There, to me at least, seems to 
-_beadifference between liking something and worshipping something. Just because someone 
as a picture of a fish on her wall doesn’t mean she worships some obscure fish- -god. If an 
= individual feels strongly that he or she shouldn’t have anything around that “distracts” from 
2 God, I respect that view—seriously. I just don’t think we need to instruct each other about our 
rsonal additions to the gospel. I don’t know, maybe I am handcuffed to Satan: I have a 
stcard of Shakespeare above my computer. 
‘Commandment Number Three: 
_ “Thou shalt not take the name of the Lord thy God in vain.” 
Re Respecting God is a good idea, whether you do it because you love Him, or just because 
a He is bigger than you. However, assuming that people are “thinking” any of our Father’s many 
names when they say, “Gosh,” “Golly,” or “Geez” might be a little much. Some people really 
do think “darn” or “dang,” so let us be careful when we assume that they are just using 
replacements for what they are really thinking. And that good old mission word, “fetch,” 
might not always be “‘standing in” for the well-hated alternative. 
‘Commandment Number Four: 
_ “Remember the sabbath day to keep it holy.” 
This is a popular one. Many of us amend this commandment to include needing to wear 
our “Sunday best” all day. I think we need to remember that this is a personal choice, not a 
_ divine decree. When we feel like another’s music is “ruining the spirit” for us, we need to 
_ temember that our prophet has not announced that only Mormon Tabernacle Choir and 
Afterglow are acceptable for Sunday listening. Besides, the only person with the power to ruin 
your spirit is you. That is purely between the individual and God. 
Some of the “musts” we associate with the sacrament are merely traditions. When someone 
__ takes the sacrament with his left hand, for instance, or someone else gets the sacrament before 
__ the bishop, they aren’t sinning, they are just going contrary to tradition. A lady I know 
_wouldn’t take the sacrament from any boy who wasn’t wearing a white shirt. Living your life 
_the way you think God would like you to is good. Getting hyper-sensitive about other people’s 
“shortcomings” is not. - 
- Commandment Number Five: 
“Honor thy father and thy mother.” 
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Parents are cool. They 
commonly make life much 
easier for children, and they 
teach us lots of useful things. 
We have an obligation as 
obedient Christians to re- 
spect and honor them, and 
to take their views seriously. 
However, Parents and God 
are different. We can 
“blindly” obey God, be- 
cause He can see, and He 
never screws up. He has 
promised us, as well, that 
we can follow his prophets 
with confidence, and I be- 
lieve Him whole-heartedly. 
But, seriously, (and write 
me a nasty letter if I’m 
wrong) parents can’talways 
see as well as God can. Get- 
ting along with themis good, 
and families are spectacu- 
lar, but believing that our 
face “is going to freeze that 
way” when we are teasing 
our siblings is out of con- 
trol. And not joining up with 
“those crazy Mormons” 
because our parents 
wouldn’t like itis equally insane. Agency has to come in somewhere. If we know better, Idon’t 
think that our sins are just going to sit on the heads of our parents. 

Commandment Number Six: 

“Thou shalt not kill.” 

Pretty basic commandment, eh? Kind of a difficult one to add to—killing is killing. Iam 
not going to touch the abortion issue with a ten-foot pole, but what about radical environmen- 
talism? Is it really wrong to kill mosquitoes? Do plants feel pain? I don’t think it is right to take 
any life lightly, but insects and humans are different—really. If 1am camping and some moth 
is hitting itself against the lamp over and over and over again, I'll kill it. And I think bug- 
zappers are fantastic. I even enjoy a nice steak, well-done, sometimes. I know there are some 
people out there just cringing at my confessions. Sorry, but there is nothing in the gospel 
against eating meat or killing flies. Nope, nope, nope. 

Commandment Number Seven: 

“Thou shalt not commit adultery.” 

A very, very, very good commandment. We should avoid sleeping around, and getting into 
tempting situations. However, no way does the Holy Ghost go to bed at midnight. Sorry. It 
might be a good story to remind us all that we need to be careful with our passions, but don’t 
start hating your roommates because they get home late. It really doesn’t mean that they are 
being “unchaste.” Maybe they went to a midnight movie, or were in Salt Lake and had to drive 
back. And maybe, they were having a good talk—anything is possible. 

Commandment Number Eight: 

“Thou shalt not steal.” 

Stealing is bad. Don’t go stealing your roommate’s CDs, or her Oreos, or anything. Bad 
idea. However, I think it is absolutely hilarious when people get so freaking hyper about how 
so-and-so is "stealing" their time. "Help! Help! That man ran off with my time! Catch him!" 
Bizarre. Sounds like a personal problem to me. Seriously though, getting too stressed out 
about what you are doing with every second of your day is a lot worse than calling someone 
up to talk about nothing. Some people even enjoy that. And it really is what you are doing with 
your day—not what someone else is doing with’it. We do have choices. 

Commandment Number Nine: 

“Thou shalt not bear false witness against thy neighbor.” 

Lying isn’t good. And sometimes sarcasm backfires. Some people think that “dork” is a 
pet name; others are offended by it. We can’t assume that people know we are joking around, 
but we also shouldn’t decide that people are evil for being sarcastic or tactful. Should I get a 
guilt-trip if I tell my roommate that I like her outfit, even if I only like the shoes? I don’t think 
so. And then there are always people who will counsel you against working for the Student 
Review, because if it isn’t “accepted” on campus, it isn’t "true." Sometimes a view is just 
different from our own; it need not be a lie. We can’t assume that we have all the truth, or we 
will stop searching for more. Stagnation is pretty bad, too. 

Commandment Number Ten: \ 

-“Thou shalt not covet.” 

I have to admit, this commandment stumped me. Sometimes we will refuse to deal with 
jealousy because we think it has no right to exist, but mostly we get fanatic about every other 
commandment and then ignore this one. People covet their neighbors’ callings all over the 
place. “If I were Relief Society President....” “If I were the bishop....” “Boy, I would never 
do that if I were the Sunbeam teacher!” Crazy things. Everyone seems to want to be someone 
else. 

I have a lot of the same problems. Just the other day I was thinking, “If I wrote for the 
Student Review, | wouldn’t be blasphemous.” So, here lam. Yesterday, one of my friends told 


- me ‘that this article was blasphemous. I don’t agree. So much is a matter of perspective. We 


need to try to see things in different ways before we decide that they are bad. I don’t think re- 
writing the commandments according to our personal opinions is going to help us become 
more holy. Maybe learning to love people for who they are, before (or without) any attempt 
to change them, will help. Warning the people is our duty; judging and punishing them is not. 
Personally, I am really glad to leave that part up to God. 
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If you would like to list some event or 
otherwise important goings on please 
contact Julee at 377-6676 or the Stu- 
dent Review Office at 377-2980. 

THE ARTS & WHATNOT: 

The Curious Savage, thru 11/19, at the 
Hale Center Theater, 225 W. 400 N., 
Orem, 226-8600 for tickets and 
showtimes. 

Playing for Time, presented by BYU 
Theatre, thru 10/15, tickets available at 
Fine Arts Ticket Office or 378-HFAC. 
International Cinema, 10/4-8, The 
Cranes are Flying (Russian), Ballad of 
a Soldier (Russian), Sound of the Ontu 
(Japanese), SWKT, BYU. 

The Graz University Chorus, 10/7 at 
7:30 pm, Assembly Halil on Temple 
Square, performance is free. 

Tower Theatre, 10/7-13, Ciao 
Professore; Sex, Drugs, Democracy; 
Rocky Horror, in SLC at 876 E. 900S., 
call 297-4041 for showtimes. 

The Nerd, 10/7-19 at the Egyptian 
Theatre in Park City, call 649-9371 for 
reservations and info. 

BYU Chamber Orchestra, 10/8 at 7:30 
pm, in the de Jong Concert Hall, for 
ticket info. call 378-4322. 

Utah All-State Band, Choir & Or- 
chestra, 10/8 at 7:30 pm, in the Assem- 
bly. Hall on Temple Square, perfor- 
mance is free. 

Aida, 10/8-16, presented by the Utah 
Opera Co., tickets available at Capitol 
Theatre ArtTix office, 50 W. 200 S., 
355-2787. 

BYU Faculty Artists Series, presents 
Dan Bachelder in a trombone recital, 
10/11 at 7:30 pm, Madsen Recital Hall, 
admission is free. 

CONCERTS AND LIVE SHOWS: 
Slack Jaw, 10/6 at Mama’s Cafe, 840N 
700 E, in Provo. 

Gram Negative Rods, 10/7-8, at Pier 
54, 117 N Univ. Ave., cover charge. 
Jared Harris, 10/7 at Mama’s Cafe, 
840 N 700 E, in Provo. 

Sofa, 10/8 at Mama’s Cafe, 840 N 700 
E, in Provo, $3.00 cover. 

Rock Block Party 1994, 10/8 from 
noon to dusk, at the Utah State Fair 
Park, featuring Jefferson Starship, 
Robby Krieger (of the Doors) and more, 
tickets available at Smith’s Tix loca- 
tions or call 800-888-TIXS. 

The Obvious with Cradle of Thorns 
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and Insipid Brown, 10/10 at 8 pm, at 
The Edge in Provo, tickets are only $6 
and available at Sonic Garden and 
Crandall Audio. 

Candlebox, w/ Flaming Lips & Mother 
Tongue, 10/13 at SaltAir, 7:30 pm, tick- 
ets available thru Smith’s Tix. 

The Specials w/ Let’s Go Bowling & 
Stretch Armstrong, 10/13 at 7 pm, U 
of UBallroom, $5 with UofUi.d.,$10.00 
general, tickets available at Sonic Gar- 
den. 

“6 Bands 6 Bucks” w/ Agnes Poetry, 
Ali Ali Oxen Free, Peter Breinholt 
and Big Parade, Clover, Headshake, 
and Sofa, 10/17 at 7 pm, The Edge in 
Provo, tickets at Sonic Garden and 
Crandall Audio. 

Nine Inch Nails, w/ Marilyn Manson 
and the Jim Rose Circus, 10/18, at the 
Delta Center, tickets available at Smith’s 
Tix or 800-888-TIXS. 

Wynton Marsalis, 10/18 at Abravanel 
Hall, call 355-ARTS for ticket info. 
George Strait, with Michelle Wright, 
10/21 at 8 pm, in the Delta Center, 
tickets availabe at Smith’s Tix or 800- 
888-TIXS. 

Rolling Stones, w/ special guest Seal, 
10/23 at Rice Stadium, concert is sold 
out. 

Iceburn, Engine Kid, Ampersand & 
State of the Nation, 10/24 at 7:30 pm, 
$6 at the Edge, tickets available at Sonic 
Garden or Crandall. 

Lorrie Morgan, 10/25 atthe USU Spec- 
trum, tickets available at Smith’s Tix. 
The Bosstones, 10/26 at the Lumber- 
yard Skatepark. 

Happy Valley Halloween Bash, 
Strestch Armstronng CD Release w/ 
Model Citizen and Numbs, 10/31 at 8 
pm, costume party at the Edge, tickets 
are $5 and available at Sonic Garden 
and Crandall Audio. 

Tony Bennett, 11/11 at 8 pm, in 
Abravanel Hall, tickets available at 
ArtTix or 355-ARTS. 

The Eagles, 11/8 at the Delta Center, 
tickets available at Smith’s Tix outlets. 
ONGOING: 

Institute of Terror Haunted House, 
open in SLC, downtown Provo and 
Newgate Mall (Ogden) 

Haunted Hollywood, thru 10/31, Utah 
State Fairpark, open T-Th from 6:30-10 
pm, Fri-Sat from 7-midnight, 466-1809. 


Country Western Saturday Night, 


CALENDAR 


Murray Dance Center, 4880 S. State, 
instruction begins at 8 pm, dancing at9 
pm, 278-7291. 

Trolley Square Concerts, showcase 
local talent at the mall’s amphitheater 
stage. 

Heber Valley Railroad, season ends 
10/30, call 581-9980 or 654-5601 for 
times, don’t miss out ona ride on the 
rails! 

Matuschka, art exhibit thru 11/10, at 
the Salt Lake Art Center, 20 S. West 
Temple. 

KHQN Radio & Krishna Temple, 
hold a 10 course vegetarian feast every 
Sunday at 6 pm, program also includes 
mantra meditation, films and a talk on 
Bhagavad gita, temple located at 8628 
S Main St in Spanish Fork, or call 798- 
3559 for directions. 

Gallery 303, presents a three-dimen- 
sional art exhibit, thru 10/27, open M- 
T from 10-5, W-Th from 10-8, in the 
HFAC. 

Family History Center Classes, ev- 
ery 2nd & 4th Sunday, variety of free 
classes offered, held in the HBLL Li- 
brary, 378-6200. 

Mormon Tabernacle Choir Rehears- 
als, Thursdays, 8-9:30 pm, Tabernacle 
on Temple Square. 

Choir Broadcasts of “Music and the 
Spoken Word”’, Sundays, 9:30-10 am, 
Tabernacle on Temple Square, be seated 
by 9:15. 

Temple Square Concert Series, As- 
sembly Hall on Temple Square at 7:30 
pm, call 240-3318 for info. on perfor- 
mances. 

BYU Planetarium, call 378-4361 for 
scheduling, 378-5396 for recording of 
shows. 

Springville Art Museum, at 126 E. 
400 S, showing Pilar Pobil’s “Passion 
for Color’ thru 10/2, call 489-2727 for 
museum hours. 

Museum of Peoples & Cultures, at 
the corner of 700 N. 100 E., presents 
“Paquime & the.Casas Grandes Cul- 
ture”, open 9-5 weekdays, admission is 
free! 

Hansen Planetarium, at 15 S. State in 
SLC, shows include Laser-Fusion, La- 
ser-U2 and Laser-Grunge, call 538- 
209 for times. 

BYU Earth Science Museum, show- 
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M-TH: 10-10 # F-S: 10-MIDNIGHT 
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and dance, 521-6040 x4080. 

Philadelphia 76’ers v. Minnesota 
Timberwolves, 10/19 at 7:30 pm, 
BYU Marriott Center, for tickets 


cases a Jurassic fossil icolinckion, open 
9-5 weekdays, for more info. call 378- 
3680. 

Counseling & Development Center 


Workshops, 151-A SWKT. call 378-BYU1. 
EVENTS: Warren Miller’s “Vertical Real-— 


Fall Choral Showcase, 10/6 at 7:30 
pm, deJong Concert Hall, tickets avail- 
able at the Fine Arts Ticket Office. 
Vocal Point, 10/7, de Jong Concert - 
Hall at 7:30 pm, tickets available at the 
HFAC Ticket Office. 

Womens Volleyball, v. Utah on 10/7, 
v. Weber State on 10/11, at 7:30 pm, 
Smith Fieldhouse. : 
Battle of the Bands, finals on 10/7, 
starts at 8:30 pm, in the ELWC Ball- 
room. 

Snowbird’s Oktoberfest, weekends 
until 10/16, with German food, music 


ity’, showing at Tower Theatre in 
SLC on 11/11-13; at UVSC Student 
Ballroom on 11/12 at 7 & 9:30 pm; 
at Sundance Resort Screening Room 
on 11/10 at 7 & 9:30 pm. 


EDITOR’S PICK: CatchSofaper- 
forming Saturday night at Mama’s. 
They’ve been playing around town - 
quite a bit. Also, check out the Cho- 
ral Showcase on Thursday. That 
Men’s Chorus is pretty good .. and 
not too bad to look at either (no, that 
is not sexist) 


CONTINUED... 


Worip Up 


you like meditative music with an edge, both are worth checking out. 

Here’s a short list of some of World Music’s latest—and best— 
releases: ; 

S.E. Rogie, Dead Men Don’t Smoke Marijuana. A sixty-something- 
year-old Senegalese man, a hint of blues (both African and American), and 
a guitar. Forget Eric Clapton. (RealWorld) 

Sheila Chandra, The Zen Kiss. An unusual mix of British ales folk | 
music and “classical” Indian raga, sung by a voice of silky depth. 
(RealWorld) 

Youssou N’ Dour, Wommat (The Guide). No wonder Peter Gabriel’s 
concerts sell out—your concert would sell out too if Youssou N’ Dour 
were singing with you. If you were in Utah this summer and missed him 
at the Salt Lake Arts Festival, it’s your own damn fault. (Warner) 

Zap Mama, Sabsylma. Five women from India, Africa, and Europe 
blend a cappella voices. More soulful than Take 6, funkier than En Vogue. 
(Luaka Bop) 

Angelique Kidjo, Aye. Tightly ml ee African rock (she’s from 
Benin—get out your atlas—and it’s in French. 

Ali Farka Toure with Ry Kooder, Talking Timbuktu. A Mali-born blues 
guitarist, influenced by B.B. King and John Lee Hooker, meets up with the 
composer of haunting, southern slide guitar soundtracks (€.g., Paris, 
Texas and TV’s The Stand). (Hannibal) 

—Greg Campbell is the host of Global Gumbo SD iia from 1-— 
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UPCOMING CONCERTS 


"6 Bands, 6 Bucks" (Agnes Ponta 
Ali Ali Oxen Free, Peter Breinholt & Big 
Parade, Clover, Headshake, Sofa) $6 @ The 
Edge, Tickets @ Sonic & Crandall 

Oct 24—Engine Kid, Iceburn, Ampersand, 
State of the Nation - $6 @ The Edge, Tickets 
@ Sonic & Crandall 

Oct 31—Happey Valley Halloween Bash 
(Stretch Armstronng, Numbs, Model Citizen) 
$5 @ The Ed 
Also: Tickets for Live & The Specials @ 
Sonic Garden 


ge, Tickets @ Sonic & Crandall 


Coming Soon: Mighty Mighty Bosstones & 
Skauvoovee 


